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This book is in memory of
Ka-Tzetnik
and everything that was destroyed.
But it is dedicated to
0JAC
and everything that is beautiful.
The fire, the burning, and the papery salamander we made,
is hers.



FAYNER'S
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And one more request:

As evidence, I attach here scraps of "the book,"
Please burn them

like all that was dear to me and my world was burned
in the crematorium of Auschwitz.

I expressly wrote to you in my handwriting
and not with my cold typewriter.

Yehiel De-Nur
19 December, 1993
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inur"--a fire-blazing river...
the billows beat wider and higher.,

y fiery and flaming.

I. L, Peretz
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I burn and I burn and I am not
consumed,
H, Leyvik
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like a temple
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my nightlamp.

blood into

So that my lonely shtibl should burn

Tonight, when I will cut open my heart.

Until a final cry erupts--
And sinks like a nightmarish shudder.

Tonight I will cut open my heart
And drain my blood into my nightlmap
I will, tonight, cut open my heart

And draim
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aths in cold muteness.

That now wanders on paths in cold muteness--
Come, let's go seek it among wildflowers:
That blue sevret that night has lost

Maybe it is a wonder-ray, born,

Because of night-forgetfulness it was lost

In the dark, the night lost a blueness

That will darken the sunrise at dawn

And it wanders on p
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SHIVER

Only...night gave just a little shudder
Pecked from its eyes, two black tears
After all, a star has fallen from heaven--
And night gave just a quiet quiver.

With dawn's rising a rooster will cry out
Its eulogy, which no one will hear

Only I with night together will shudder--
My star Bas fallen from heaven...

The two poems ("Shiver"
and " # ") are thus

* %
interdependent.
Together they discover
what night has lost,
introduce the poet
figure, and present

his woe.
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And while the bells ring with a w:
n | |

Fire! Fire!" they are still dogzing
y it's just futur

Peretz Markisk

out, "It's nothing
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CONSOLATION

Who will pay me for the minutes

When my spirit lies dying of sorrow

When my blood drips onto paper

Who will pay me for the minutes?

My blood should at least string itself

In lines, like pearls, =--into a poem

That, at least, should be recompense for the minutes
When my spirit lies dying of sorrow.

While he readily adopts a romanticized notion of the
painful, taxing process of literary creation, he has
yet to consider the act itself as an art event. And
80, in the poem "Consolation", the performance remains
travped within the literary realm,
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PASSION

It's already become disgusting to me, rhyiming poems

0 0000050000000 0000000800000 00000000

Save me from dying--oh! God!

That should burn like a burning bush in my own desext

Like a fire, hugging my grave-like life
Purifying it from going under, from sinking,

Reveal, merciful one, the great word
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Everything burned?
Really pleyn and simpel burned?
You understand this,
Not me!
Aaron Zeitlin
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AUF WIEDERSEHN

Who created you, Eichmann®
Oh, how great you are, crétor of man,
Greater than these words ¢f my mouth can define.

You stood, Eichmann, indg%n' final moment,

The noose around your negk, and you said--

You said: "Soon we willgg each other again"...
[« 3N ']

And T had stood facing %\g, eye to eye, in Katowice.
In me you saw million =
But I was alone, only mrg.ked body and soul.
we s P
And you stood facini; %5 gye toeye, in Jerusalem,
The noose around y glﬁ
In you I saw the ‘?ﬁgﬁn
But you were aldng ¥our naked body and soul,

h
K
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Eichmann, my br%l%ﬁ@%rgwe will see each other again.
o o (7] Lo
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nr contempo
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£ 2
for the crem
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MELECH STEIER

Since Melech Steier went to the fire

The Divine Presence has turned away fromthe poem,

The stalls have closed in the marketplace.,

A funeral passes. It's a holiday, Heaven preserve us,
The rabbi's wife has died,

There'll be no cheder today.

Confetti and radioactive fallout

Rain on the thirsty earth,

God, Blessed be His Name,

Has destroyed the image.

Rodin will never again pour out his mold
Of the Creator's hands.

The mold is no more.

The form is shattered.

When Melech Steier walked naked to the fire

It's as if a debt was left unpaid.

Hey, walker! On your way from Mielitz to Warsaw

Mend the rip in the heavens

If you can be a mender now.

Melech Steier mistakenly

Raised his hand to his glasses,

Which were forever sliding down.

(They already lay in the pile beside the crematorium.)
He looked idWwerd the sky like a child

Iike a child! Iike a child! Honest, just like a child!
But I, an adult, know

His eyes, upraised, toward

He Whose Name I'm not worthy

To mentiom.
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I'm not worthy to mention? I am, though, worthy

To demand my poem,

Which along with Melech Steier,

Is gone into the fire.




Nobody uttered a word, only Peretz said:

"Burn 1t’ Asch, burn it."

"What?"

"Your .play, Burn it in the fire."
Sholem, Asch




Ka-Tzetnik, or Ka-Tzetnik 135633, is the name

under which Yehiel De-Nur, formerly Yehiel Fayner,
wrote after the Holocaust. This was first publicly
revealed during his testimony at the Eichmann trial
in 1961, He was born is Sosnowiec, Foland in 190%
and died in Tel Aviv in 2001. His most famous works
are the six volumes that make up his chronicle of the
"planet" Auschwitz. Most of his work, though first
written in Yiddish, was first (and oftentimes only)
published in Hebrew.

The name De-Nur is Aramaic for "of fire." This theme
of being reborn through fire manifests itself in a
variety of forms in his work, such as the mythical
salamander, the phoenix, and the three-time burning
of his prewar book ofpoetry, Tsveyuntsvantsik: Lider.,

This book is made up of excerpts
from his pre- and post-war
poetry, along with excerpts
from my, Raphi Halff, master's
thesis. The ink used on Yiddish
pages was formed with the ash
of a burned copy of this thesis.

The stamp to the right and pho&o
on the inside back cover were
made by Olivia Cowley.
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